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Petrograd was a deserted city compared with what it had been
in pre-revolution days. Nearly half the population had vanished,
some abroad, some into prison, most of them into the country
districts where food was easier to obtain. Consequently there was
plenty of room for everybody who remained and it was possible to
move into another house, while it was impossible to have the old
one repaired. There were dozens and dozens of these deserted
dwellings in the city. In some the floors had begun to fall in. l" had
been unable to discover the condition of my own flat inside because
I found the Cheka seals, placed there after my arrest, still on the doors*
But this was the place which, unknown to me, Vlassieff had chosen
for his hiding-place.
We were met at the door by some more Cheka men. We were
too late. The bird had got away again. Routine demanded that the
place must be searched, however, and I stood by while the operation
was performed, I looked round at the destruction the broken pipes
had caused. The carpets were a rotting mess. In one room the weight
of water above had brought the ceiling down and a plaster ruin lay
beneath the gaping hole. Paper was peeling off the walls. Systematic-
ally the searchers combed the debris in case VlassiefF should have
left anything behind him. My old desk was smashed open with a
rifle-butt. I trembled lest anything with my name on it should
come to light, and I almost died of fright when a water-warped
drawer, opening with a jerk, scattered a heap of things on the floor
and sent a snapshot photograph of myself right to my feet. Quick
as lightning I stooped and, pretending to pick the scattered tiings
up, pushed the photograph through a hole in the carpet. I blessed my
luck that the floor underneath the carpet had already been examined.
I never saw VlassiefF again. Our exploit with the automobile
train may have helped a little in facilitating Yudenitch*s retreat,
but it was of no avail in hindering the recover}7 of the Red armies.
Yudenitch was driven back almost as swiftly as he had come, and
saved his forces from annihilation only by crossing over into Esthonia,
where they were disarmed and interned. Simultaneously with the
repulse of Yudenitch outside Petrograd, Moscow had been saved
from Denikin when the Reds struck desperately back and recaptured
the town of Orel. By the middle of November Denikin was in retreat,
A few days later there was jubilation in Petrograd. The Red troops
in Siberia had taken Kolchak's capital, Omsk, and the Admiral,
the supreme ruler of all the White armies, was reported to be in
flight. Hope of rescue from outside burned itself out among the
dispossessed in Soviet Russia in that final hectic month in the winter
of 1919. All that we could do now was to wait for the collapse of
Bolshevism from within. Surely it could not long be delayed.